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put her arms around me inside my 
coat because she liked me so much, 
and if I hadn't listened to Matt I 
would have gotten up after that 
because it was so mushy. Instead, I 
reached in to see if she'd let me put 
my hand in her blouse. She jumped 
when I did it, but then I felt both 
sides of her, and she must have felt 
it because she pulled me closer. I 
was surprised that she was lettin' 
me stay on top of her, but I was 
feeling in her blouse and then be-
tween her legs. When I did that, she 
liked it because she reached down 
and undid our pants and pulled me 
inside of her. She held me as tight 
as she could and said that she 
wished other boys could be like me, 
that I'm the only boy she'd ever 
want to marry, because she loved 
me. I just kept going until I had to 
come out from her, but then we 
lied there in the straw with our 
arms around each other. After a 
while, I got up and went outside 
because I had forgot to bring in the 
water for the horses and it was 
getting late. 
When I got back inside the 
barn, Ellen had her pants back on 
and said we ought to go. I didn't 
know what to say, but she touched 
my hand and said that everything 
was good. and I knew she meant it. 
On the way back to the house we 
talked about playing basketball. 
The next day I wanted to tell 
Matt that I did it with Ellen only I 
couldn't find him. After school, I 
had to tell Jillie, so I went into her 
room. As soon as she saw me, I 
said, "Hey Julie, guess what l did 
last night?" She didn't believe me 
at first, but after I stood and 
looked at her, she ran into Ellen's 
room. The way she ran out of the 
room was funny, so I listened at 
Ellen's door. Julie went crazy askin' 
Ellen questions and tellin' her what 
was gonna happen. Julie said that 
what Ellen and l did was disgusting 
and that once everybody found out, 
"because if your rotten brother 
doesn't tell everybody, then I will," 
that we would be disgraced. Ellen 
-said that I wasn't ready for that 
yet, and how could she ever let me 
hurt myself like that, and she got so 
upset that she got sick. She tried to 
come out to the bathroom, but 
when she saw me, she started crying 
again and started to run. I tried to 
talk to her, but she just ran too 
fast. 
Julie told Mom and Dad, who 
were in the kitchen. Dad slapped 
me around a lot and Morn said that 
we were both disgusting and Julie 
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I'm coming. 
was the only decent girl in the 
family. Ellen came back and Dad 
slapped her around too. 
Ellen didn't say nothing. She 
didn't even cry, even though Dad 
had hit her pretty hard. I went in 
her room to see her, but she said, 
"Just get out." 
"I didn't mean nothing, 
Ellen." 
"I got you in so much trouble 
already that I ain't gonna ever let 
you get in no more from me." 
"Huh? I ain't in much trouble, 
I've been beat up by Dad before.'" 
"Didn't you listen to Julie! 
Just don't be mad at me." 
"You just won't be coming 
around me no more. I ain't gonna 
hurt you." 
"Ellen, it ain't your fault. It's 
mine!" 
Later on, Mom and Dad sent 
Ellen to live with my Aunt Joan. I 
see her on vacations, but that don't 
do much good, because she don't 
talk to me. 
When we were alone, once, 
Julie tried laughing at me, but I 
told her that if she ever said any-
thing to me again, I'd kill her 
because I hated her so much. 
When I reach the end of my rope 
I'm going to tie a knot and hang on. 
When I'm drowning in quicksand 
I'm going to strip to attract a crowd. 
At the auditions tomorrow 
I missed another entrance, dreaming. 
Sorry, Director, tell me what to do, 
After the first performance is through, 
You'll see what it is to be 
After a whole year's sorrow Suffering on opening night 
My career will start again: Without me. 
They will give me the right part then. 
John Herring 
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